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out the vigour of our senses. Even the whole of
our life is short Keep thy horses, keep dance
and song for thyself. No man can be made happy
by wealth. Shall we possess wealth, when we see
thee, O Death ?'

In the end Death has to yield. He has
promised the three boons, and he must fulfil his
promise. All this throws a bright light on the
state of life and the state of thought in India, say
3,000 years ago. For although all this is poetry,
we must remember that poetry always presupposes
reality, and that no poets could have successfully
appealed, to human sympathy, unless they had
struck chords which could vibrate in response.

Then Yama says: * After pondering on all
pleasures that are or seem delightful, them hast
dismissed them all Thou hast not gone into the
road that leadeth to wealth, by which man)'' go to
destruction. Fools dwelling in darkness, wise in
their own conceit, and puffed up with vain know-
ledge, go round and round, staggering to and fro,
like blind men led by the blind. The Hereafter
never rises before the eyes of the thoughtless
child, deluded by the delusion of wealth. " This
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